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THE WIND. 



I. 

Wandering spirit 

On viewless wing, 

Who a boundless region dost inherit 

That thou maj'st bring 

Vigour to all 

Subsisting around this moving ball, 

Whether thou art like a mortal dwelling 

Within thy fabled cave, 

Or away to the hills 

And mountains, 

Ruffling the rills 

And fountains. 

Or distant far on the ocean, swelling 

Higher each ridgy wave, 

O list to me ! 

I have loved thee long^ 

Varied and free 

Was every note 

Blown from thy shell in my early days, 
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So in praise 

Would I now devote 

Gladly to thee 

A simple song. 

M. 

At break of day 

When the dark 

Aurora had not chased away, 

Though the lark, 

Up high and higher from the earth ascending, 

Commenced his lay. 
Both praise and gladness in the music blending, 

IVe felt thee awake. 

And only make 

A motion slight enabling me to mark 

Thou wert enjoying 

The freshness of the morn, 

Or thy early hours employing 

In drinking fragrance from the blossom'd thorn. 

Then while bright 

Came forth the light 

All brilliant in array, 

Kevealing how the dew. 

On every leaf that grew. 

In liquid pearls innumerable lay, 

More constantly yet faint thy sighs were given, 

As if from leaf or spray 

Thou would'st not on the clay 

One diamond shake ; 

But round it play 

Until it should betake 

Itself to Heaven. 
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lU. 

When with a smile, 

Or shedding tears, 

The Spring appears 

Like damsel void of guile. 

Nor distant clinging, 

Young Hope and Joy 

Their time employ 

The earliest buds of promise to her bringing ; 

Tet hath she fears 
That when thou once her confidence hast won, 

Like faithless lover 

The wide world over, 

Thou wilt all reckless blight the plants she rears, 

And leave her thus undone. 

Again when thou art true, 

As clouds are winging 

Mild genial moisture o'er the welkin blue, 

While flowers of every hue 

Are upward springing, 

And birds the livelong day are loudly singing, 

With what delight 

Both day and night 

Thy amorous suit thou often dost pursue, 

Till at last she emboldened grows, 

And, fresh as a rose 

In bloom, 

Deems it her duty 

To meet thee 

And greet thee, 

Blooming in beauty 

And breathing perfume. 
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IV. 

Then as sweet Summer 

Welcomes the birth 

Of each new-comer 

Upon the earth, 

She gorgeously dresses 

In garments of green. 

While wreathed o'er her tresses 

A garland is seen. 

See, her eye in rapture glances 

On the pleasures that surround her ! 
Lo 1 how wantonly she dances 

With a thousand loves around her I 

First in thy place 

Thou too art there, 

Fanning her face, 

Lifting her hair ; 

Kissing each blossom 

That blows on her breast. 

Till on that bosom 

She lull thee to rest. 

O that I 

With thee at such a time, 

Might onward fly 

From bower to bower. 

Spending each happy hour 

Beneath so mild a sky 

When Nature's self was in her glorious prime ! 

And after I had roved o'er many a clime. 

Seeing the jocund earth, 

In all her moods of mirth, 

Upon an evening when the sun 

His course had nearly run, 

And feeling life was like a twice-told tale, 
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I would resign me quietly to death, 

In the verdant vale 

Where first 1 drew my breath. 

V. 

I own thee 

As thou hadst been my first love, 

Yet have I known thee 

Most stern and sullen prove ; 

For when each bush and tree 

And fertile lea, 

Put on their garments gay. 

That they might 

AU bright 

Do honour to Nature's holy day, 

Imperious and high 

I have heard thee come 

In thy majesty. 

Striking dumb 

The sounding rills 

And the vocal harmony 

That every sweet secluded valley fills ; 

Ay, careering aloud 

And booming afar 

Like the voice of the thunder cloud, 

Thou hast taken the forests proud 

By their tuited locks 

And lashed them ; 

Or in shocks 

Together dashed them, 

Till sky and earth rang out with frightful war. 

Amid such strife, 

I have felt how small 

The hold witlial 

I had of life. 
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And Melancholy with a look so cold 

Would try my better will to brave, 

Saying how the grave 

Where reptiles creep, 

Were a fitting place for me to sleep ; 

But I laid hold 

On the Lord, 

Whose single word 

Stiird thee upon the lake of Galilee, 

And strength to me was given 

As if from heaven. 

Knowing my Redeemer's blood 

From Satan's brood 

Made me free. 

VI. 

When Autumn sear 

Amid falling leaves. 

The store of the year 

Would gather in sheaves, 

He looks at thee coldly 

In midst of his joy, 

Lest thou too boldly 

His treasures destroy ; 

But welcome thou comest if gentle and mild, 

Roving away like a sportive child. 

Or playing. 

From side to side. 

Over acres wide 

Of yellow grain 

Upon bank or plain. 

And every stalk thereon at pleasure swaying, 

Till the whole seems to be 

With its waves of gold, 
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A summer-sea 
0*er the vallejs roll'd. 
O how pleasant 
Art thou 
To the brow 
Of the peasant, 
When his utmost strength exerting 
Upon the bounteous land. 
Thou art energy imparting 
To the toiling reaper-band 1 
As I in the field 
The sickle did vrield, 
If from out that throng 
Arose some Matron's song, 
Or lay, 
Which told of a former day. 
How I bent mine ear 
The music to hear, 
And bless'd thee for bringing 
To me 
* So faithfully 
Every syllable dear 
Of the words she was singing ! 

vii. 

As Winter chill 
From the freezing north. 

Over dale and hill 
Comes shivering forth. 
At times he will stand 
Among snow and sleet. 
With birds in his hand 
And beasts at his feet ; 

His white hairs few 
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In reeds are bound ; 

On his beard the dew 

Is like the hoar-frost found. 

Behold 

Mow the icicles hang from his robe of frieze 1 

And how rough and cold 

He looks on the fold 

Where the drooping sheep 

Under covert keep, 

Biting the bark from shrubs and trees ! 

Full near 

To the kindly fire, 

With aspect severe, 

He can make us retire ; 

And ofl to assist him in pinching us sore, 

Thou dost keenly blow 

And whistle aloud. 

Till with sifting snow, 

In a shroud 

The earth as if dead is covered o'er : 

Even then thou wilt sweep 

Above her sleep. 

And wantonly whirl 

The white drift high. 

Till on plain and mountain ranged^ 

In many a rude but fantastic curl, 

Like waves of the mighty deep 

To alabaster changed, 

It stretches away to the verge of the sky. 

Again, thou dost softly breathe. 

And soon is thy power 

On the wide waste felt, 

For the loftiest wreath 

Will silently melt 
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As the dew-drop sheen, 

That stays but an hour 

On the village green. 

vni. 

Perhaps *tis at night 

Under darkness' rail, 

As thou comest with might 

And dost fiercely assail 

Tottering wall, 

Trembling tower, 

Shaking all 

By thy power, 

That thou causest the stoutest heart to quail. 

Thou canst scourge the land 

Like a thrashing £oor, 

And strew on the dust 

At each furious gust 

Some lofty dwelling. 

As thou wert telling 

Man never more 

Upon such to employ a presumptuous hand. 

Yet more dreadful still 

Art thou on the sea, 

When each wave, a running hill, 

Rolls fearfully : 

These like the Highlands 

With thundering roar 

Thou will dash on the islands 

And along the shore. 

Ah then, amid depth of gloom, 

What chance is left 

In an oak-ribb'd ship for the sailor's life? 

Of all aid bereft, 
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When the billows and skj are thus at strife, 

He sinks in a living tomb. 

Wild and sublime 

At such a time 

Thine awful rage 

No mortal can assuage ; 

Yet thou only dost fulfil 

The Almighty's will ; 

For whether thy course be on sea or land. 

An agent thou art in his powerful hand. 

IX. 

Amid solitude 

Or the city's hum 

Where crowds together come, 

There are beings rude 

Whom Spring cannot charm, 

Nor Summer warm, 

To raise 

At morn or night 

A carol of delight 

In their Maker's praise. 

More duteous thou 

Fleeting around. 

Whether on plain or mountain's brow. 

Dost by thy sound 

Widely proclaim 

All honour to His exalted name ; 

Leading the morning song 

That rises sweet 

The woods and fields among ; 

And in concert meet, 

Through evening's shade. 

Joining the hymn by the streamlets made. 
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Nor is thy noble tbeme 

Of homage to the Power Supreme 

Limited in space 

Either bj time or place ; 

For as Spring renews 

With genial dews 

The landscape rare ; 

Or when Summer fair 

Revels in health 

Among boundless wealth ; 

Or as Autumn reaps 

Abundance into heaps^ 

And while Winter drear 

Mourns the decline of the dying year, 

Over each clime are thine anthems given, 

Lauding the Ruler of earth and heaven. 

X. 

In thy train 

Cometh rain 

If thou blowest bland 

A single day 

From the valleys gay 

Of the southern land. 

There is death 

In thy breath 

To the flowers 

In our bowers, 

When in autumn-tide 

From the northern sky 

O'er the mountains wide 

Thou art sounding high. 

If again from the eastern coast 

Thou comest in league with hail or frost, 
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The aged tell of thy prowess keen ; 

For with aching pain 

Thou wilt visit each strain, 

And boldly search where an wound hath been. 

But in all thy various wanderings 

We enjoy the best 

As thou bringest gladness on thy wings 

From the smiling west : 

Thence on a mom or an afternoon 

lu the joyful month of merry June, 

Thou will come so meek 

And breathe on my cheek, 

While each blade on the lea — 

Every leaf on the tree 

Bounds with delight to be tipt by thee. 

At such an hour so sweet a grace 

Glistens in Nature's winning face, 

That my heart will teem 

And mantle o'er 

With fervent love to her more and more, 

Till I deem. 
If I had with me a gentle mate 
That my home might not be desolate, 
I could leave without regret my books 
And the busy haunts of men. 
To pass my life in the distant nooks 
Of the forest or the glen : 
Else I would stray 
On the wild sea-beach by day, 
To muse upon men and ages pass'd away ; 
Looking up at night 
To the stars so bright 
In adoration high, 
And grateful love 
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To Him above 
Who made the land and sky. 

zi. 

Thou hast been to me 

A companion dear, 

For when none wei*e near, 

Thy minstrelsy 

Piping 80 free 

Ever was gratefiil to mine ear. 

And I also may tell 

In every mood thou wouldst snit me well : 

Was Love my theme: — 

How oft 

Came thy sighs so soft 

And whisperings low, 

As if most plainly thou wouldst show 

All that could pass in that happy dream ! 

Did I seek for mirth : — 

A more playful thing 

Than thee I could find not on the earth, 

For light as a fairy. 

Thou never wert weary 

Sporting around me and gambolling. 

If my soul in gratitude 

Hymn'd forth praise to the source of good — 

The Most High :— 

Neither solemn choir nor organ's peal 

Ever made me feel. 

Or had power to evoke 

The emotions which thou in thy grandeur awoke, 

And wafted direct to the sky. 

When the frost of grief 

Left my hopes sear. 
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In thy wailings drear 

I found relief: 

With me thou wouldst mourn 

Over aspirations dead, 

And youthful ardour fled 

Never to return. 

^11. 

If before me is brought 

Each distant scene 

Where thou hast been, 

O what a field is opened up for thought 1 

In £den*s bowers 

Around Adam and Eve, 

The blooming flowers 

Among, 

Ere aught had begun to grieve. 

While birds triird the music of love, 

There thou didst move. 

Bearing along 

The sweetest incense and a never ending song. 

Again, when the flood 

On the mountains stood. 

And as Israel's children free 

Passed the Red Sea ; 

Also through Palestine 

Where the Prophets dwelt, 

Who the presence felt 

Of the Spirit divine : 

Over all these 

Floated thy life-inspiring breeze ! 

Tea, the Heavenly Stranger 

Once laid in a manger. 

Who by grace 
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Came to save 

Our fallen race 

From a yawning grave, 

Often perceived tbee straying 

Across his pensive brow, 

And round him mildly playing 

In breathings soft and low : 

Thou too did^st bear 

The blessed accents of his tongue 

To the listening ear 

Of old and young, 

When away from a world of strife, 

He open'd the path to Eternal Life. 

XIII. 

On the sages renown'd 

Of classic Greece 

And the isles around, 

Who, in warfare or peace, 

Bestowed such skill 

Upon Doble Art and Science fair, 

That in vale and on hill 

To perfection they grew, 

Like flowers among dew 

That blow the best in the open air : 

Also o'er Italy's fruitful land. 

Mother of many a martial band 

And eloquent men. 

Who by tongue or pen 

Spoke forth 

In sounds that yet, 

Though her sun has a thousand years been set, 

Echo throughout the earth : 

Wide o'er the whole, 

For ages successive thou onward did'st roll. 
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Nor bath Albion's Island free, 
Dearer than the rest — 

The first and best 
Of all that stud the sea, 
Been overlook'd by thee ! 

For many a tide 

Thou did'st lovingly glide 

Over Shakspeare's face, 

As abroad he went 

The greatest of his race, 

Or lay reclined, 

Amply content 

To enrich his mind 

With observance of more through Creation's plan 

Than mortal beside could ever scan. 

Again, thou would'st frolic round 

Immortal Milton's form, 

Who braved the storm 

Of evil days. 

And, listening thy soimd, 

Sang out the peerless Song 

That for ages long 

Will "justify to man God's wondrous ways." 

ziv. 

fireath of air 

Moving athwart the landscape fair, 

For all the years thou hast seen 

Thou art mild on an eve like this, 

And balmy thy kiss 

As if one month old thou had'st only been ! 

When I was a boy 

On the lone hill side. 

Viewing Summer from her hand 
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Strew profusion o'er the land, 

I accounted it joy 

In thy presence to abide. 

Then as manhood brought 

Disappointment and care, 

Laying sources of thought 

And feeling bare. 

How oft have I sighed to forsake 

The crowded street, 
That more freely I might partake 
Of thine influence sweet ! 
Even now, when mingling hairs of gray 
Show the afternoon of a fleeting day, 
Thou art welcome to me 
As the hum of the bee, 
Or the dawn of morn : 
And when I am borne 
Away from the living to rest with the dead, 
If a fresh green turf be over me laid 
Where a daisy or two will bloom, 
There I hope in the joyous Spring 
Thou wilt often wave thy breezy wing ; 
And through Winter's gloom. 
The season long. 
Raise thy song 
Above my tomb ! 
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